Sweet Hell--to Isaac Babel 


I getta hardon,man,'slike 
I could tuck it under my chin 
and paint on crazy bowtie. 


Okay ,okay, Pornography and Lies 
(an autobiography). Why don't you just 

say "and then you die"? Hey! 

Like it IS a d-RIVE,sex. Drive! 


he said. Through the lovely flower and through 
the whole fuckin' works! 


And look out when it STARTS. Hhold on to 
the handles of that c-RAZY sled, Baby! 
And I hold on and m'Lady too's how we say FUCK 
YOU,WORLD! ('swhat WhoreLady 
Luck's sneering now. ) 


Like Guy DeMaupassant,man: 
he struck the fuckin HUMAN 
about SEX I shit you not: 
that short story about 


Carriage driver? Says to the maid he carries 
each and every morning "How about little fun 
today,Madamoiselle?" And she laughs and Laughs. 


And one morning she says yes. 

And one morning she says yes,and Like, 
that's the story: outa the b-LUE she says yes! 
SHIT! That's what I mean! YES! Fuck 
in AFFIRMATION, Baby! LIFE! Fuckin' LIFE! 


Be nice and pay some attention and stop greedy 
grabbing for once and it might even come to YOU. 


But it...it surely is all,ALL fuckin DANGEROUS. 


Let's not ever forget that 


DeMaupassant died on all fours eating his own shit. 
Who dealt this mess? 


